The Widdows Rant, Or a Wedding-Song , 
upon W iddow Fackfon in Borthuicks-Cloſs. 


Compoſed by one of her own SEXES. 


T. LL ye Wifes in this Town 
FAN Thats moved for your Men, 
And ys thar puts on Mourning deep 
When rhey are dead for them 3 


». And cryeth O my cear 

' Since thou art from me gone, 

To no Man elſe I']l Wedded be 
But live ſingle aione. 


3. Detain your ſcives from ſobs, 
And harken to my call, 

T'le rei! you of a Chaſt Widow 
The Honour of you all; 


4. It doth not much exceed 
A Moneth or five wecks ſpace, 
Since ſhe put on her mourning Weed 


And ficgned her face ; 


5. And ſo her Neighbour ſaid, 
When ſhe wae Mourning ſore, 
Ye are a Widdow now indeed 


_ And woe is us therefors. 


6. Said ſhe hold ye your peace - 
And be nor troubled ſore, 

For though my man be freely dead ; 

lam even as before; 


7, For when he was alive 
Although he lay me near, 
Nevertheleſs a'Widdow | 


Have been more then ten year: 


8. But Notwith ſtanding ſhe 
For him hath tane {uch care, 
That ſleep and reſt is freely gone 
From ner botk late and air. 


9. For which ſhe did complain 
Unro the Paſtor then, 

Bceauſe that for her Husbands death 
She' was prieved with pain. 


10. But yet her Neighbours dreads 
Thar ſhe her (elf did fain, 

And ſay s it was but 7. auld's Fleas 

— That made her ({eck the Men. 


11. It's likewiſe ſaid by ſome, 
That her Man's gan apain, 
And others ſay rhat by his Grips 

They are ſting to the Bayne. 


12. But whither its becauſe 
Thar ſhe hath him torgor, | 
Thar he is going through the Clols, 
This truly 1 know nor. 


13. Or ifit be becauſe, 
That ſhe hath her Bed Cloathed, © 
With covrings, and with other things, 
Which he hath wholly loathed. 


14. Orif ir be indeed, 
| Becauſe thar ſhe doth ſpznd, 


The Mony on Beads, Kills, and Rings; 


By which his Son ſhould fend, 


15. Or if in fine it be, 
That 4/e raiſing their Brain, 
Makes them fee three, where there,s }ut tws 
Determine if ye can. 


16. Nevertheleſs ſhe hath 

A remedie procur'd, 

By which ſhe may be freed from Fleas; 
And of their ſting procure. 


17. By finding out a Man, 
That of ſuch things had Skill, 
As killing Fleas, and healing ſtings, 

Which tempted her moſt ill. 


13. But as ſome ones doth Judge 
He plaſters did apply, -, 
Before that he was Graduar, 
Fearing thar ſhe ſhould dye, 


19. But leaſt that ye ſhould doubr 
Of whom I have thus Rim'd 

I'le tell you Name, and Sur-name both; 
That I may eaſe your mind. 


20, She is a Luſtie Wife, 
and thinks her felf no droſs, | 
Her Name's call'd Naufie Cruckſhawks, 
She lives in Borthuicks-Cloſs. 
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